JULIA  DMITRIYEVNA
"Stretcher!" said Danilov, while Lena bent down and
raised the boy as though he were a child. He suddenly
shuddered convulsively, his head dropped back and he
lost consciousness,
"Don't push yourself forward, if you don't know how/'
said Sukhoyedov angrily. "You're not playing with dolls.
Put him on the stretcher, what are you standing there
staring for?"
A rending, tearing howl and an explosion nearby.
A dark cloud covered the group and then began to
disperse,
"Everybody all right?" asked Danilov after a moment's
silence.
Yes, everybody was all right, only blackened and
deafened.
The black Suprugov smiled wildly.
"Take the lad to Julia Dmitriyevna," Danilov told
Sukhoyedov and Medvedyev. "And we'll go on. You
can catch up with us later, and if you don't, pick up
anyone you find and take them to the train."
"What was that?" asked Suprugov as they were going
along the street. "A shell or a mine?"
"A mine. Why?"
Suprugov coughed and spat out black saliva. His
tunic was torn on the shoulder.
"Eh, what's that!" said Danilov. "Did a splinter get
you?"
"What? Where? Ah, here? That's nothing. It's just a
scratch. A trifle, nothing to talk about."
He was like a drunken man. He was staggered. Stag-
gered by the consciousness of his own reckless courage.
Dr. Belov walked through the train.
A hot wind was blowing in through the open windows
of the empty coaches. The flickering, surging smoky
light from outside lighted the whole train. Only that very
morning these coaches had looked so comfortable....
In every carriage a soldier and a nurse, scared and
restless.
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